Martin                  THROUGH THE DOOR

Robertson

I STEPPED out of my thoughts

And saw the grass road, straight between dark hedges

Patch-worked with green and grey

And flecked with white of large convolvulus, caught

Among blackberry flowers with torn edges

And honeysuckle drooping antlered sprays

Pink, gold and white, sweetening the light stillness

By bird-notes pierced but not dispersed,

While easy coolness

Lay soft against my skin.

* Why are we always thinking

Since being is so pleasant?'

I thought, and the door closed as I stepped in.

126